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Please, not the Dodge... 


Author's Notes: 
Story title coming from an instrumental guitar piece by Blues Saraceno ( www.youtube.com/watch?v= ) 


When he opened his eyes, Alexi had the unfortunate but all too familiar feeling of a pretty bad hangover. 
Besides the pounding headache and the impression that a few thousands needles were piercing his scalp, he also 
felt disoriented and very tired. It was strange because he seemed to have woken up from a long and deep 
sleep. It was bright and sunny outside and he felt vaguely hungry so he figured he must have slept long 


enough and it must be past noon, time for lunch. 


Alexi looked around the bed in order to find his phone on the bedside table and actually check the time. He 
couldn't see any table next to the bed on his left. Now that he was starting to be a tad more awake, he could 
also tell that this didn't look like his bedroom. He blinked a few times, cursing under his breath at the pain he 
felt when he was moving his eyelids and turning his head. While scanning around, his eyes met the IV drip that 


was connected to his left hand. He noticed a small flat screen tv hanging up in the corner of the room. 


Shit. That was a hospital room. 


The guitarist had the eerie feeling that something was wrong and it was not just his usual stupid drunken 
antics that had brought him here this time. Yet, apart from his splitting headache and the stiffness at the 
back of his neck, he seemed able to move his arms and legs. He didn't have any cast anywhere. That was good 
news. Did he have an accident and ended up in the hospital? Maybe. He didn't remember. It wasn't the first 
time he had blacked out at what he was doing the night before but it was the first time that he woke up in a 


hospital room not knowing why he was there. 

Something was off. Come to think of it, he didn't remember what he was doing yesterday the whole day, not 
only the night before. He tried to recall and it seemed to physically hurt to think. He closed his eyes and tried 
to focus. What happened yesterday? Nothing. Actually, not nothing but Alexi had no memories of what 
happened. Just a buzzing white noise filling the emptiness inside his head. 

If it was an accident, he was hoping it was not a car accident in which his beloved old school car got crushed. 
Please, not the Dodge.. 

Alexi tried not to panic. If he was here, the doctor or the nurses must have known why. That was probably 
the most logical step. He turned to his right and looked at the wall. There was a phone hanging on the wall and 
also a button for calling a nurse. He hated to have to ask for help or guidance to anyone but there was not 
much else he could do now. He pushed on the button with a sigh and sat back in his bed. Alexi was feeling like 
shit and clueless. The story of his life, he thought. 


A moment later, the door swung open. A guy with long brown hair and all dressed in black entered the room. 


His expression went from casual to shocked when he laid eyes on Alexi. 
"Holy shit, Allu! You're awake! Thank fucking god! When did you wake up?" 


Alexi had no idea who that was and why the man seemed to be so excited. He was expecting a nurse to show 


up and this guy didn't look like one, at all. 

"How do you feel? Are you ok? Are you in pain?,” the brown hair man continued, looking genuinely worried now. 
He approached Alexi's bed, and the guitarist instinctively moved away from the unknown visitor. 

"Allu, please. Say something.” 


"Who..? Who are you and what.. What are you doing in my room?," Alexi asked, kind of surprised to hear how 


rusty his own voice sounded. 
The brown haired guy first looked a little taken aback but then his big smiled reappeared quickly. 


"Glad to see you haven't lost your stupid sense of humor after the accident," he replied on a joking tone. 


Alexi was not feeling like joking, though. He was starting to worry and to feel like something was awfully wrong, 
and the guy who was standing in front of him, all smiling and happy, actually didn't reassure him at all. Who 
was that guy? He was looking a bit familiar but Alexi wasn't sure why and from where he may have known 
him. And anyway why was he in his hospital room? 

Before Alexi had any time to think about anything further or that the other guy had time to say something 
else, a nurse entered the room. Alexi hated hospitals, doctors and nurses but he felt quite relieved to see 


someone dressed as medical staff appear. 


"Mr. Laiho? Did you call us?," the nurse asked. "I will immediately let the doctor know you're awake. How are 


you feeling?" 


Alexi didn't know how to answer the first question. Of course he had called her. Who else would have done 


that? 


"I feel.. tired," and before he continued his sentence, his look moved away from the nurse to go to the brown 


hair guy. 

"Can you ask this guy to leave my room? Why is he here?" Alexi said with a little shake in his voice. 
The nurse looked at the other man who looked at her in disbelief. 

"What are you..?," the man started to say. 

"It would probably be better if you'd wait outside till he has seen the doctor," the nurse said. 

"He's kidding. Allu, tell her you're kidding, right?," the other man asked. 

"Please, sir, could you wait outside?," the nurse insisted. 


The guy gave her a nasty look but turned away and left the room, sensing that it was not the right moment 


to make a scene. 


"The doctor will be here in a moment," the nurse said after she had texted something on a small device she 


slid back in her pocket. "I'm going to check your vitals in the meantime, ok?" 
Alexi nodded, too tired and confused to say anything. 


A tall blond doctor arrived only a few minutes later, after the nurse had already checked Alexi's heart rate, 
respiration and blood pressure as well as made sure he had no fever. His blood pressure was a little low but 
the rest seemed fine, the nurse told him. She gave the same info to the doctor who walked next to his bed 


and looked at him intently. 


"Can you tell me why the fuck I'm here?,” Alexi asked the doctor. 

"Mr. Laiho, you do not recall what happened and why you're here?" 

"No, | don't. Why would | ask otherwise?," he snapped back. 

"Of course,” the doctor answered politely. 

He cleared his throat and briefly looked at his watch. 

"You had an accident, two days ago. You were with some friends at night and climbed onto something and fell in 
the street. You hit your head and fell unconscious. You have been unconscious since the paramedics took you 
here, 48 hours ago more or less. | can give you a copy of the report that was filed by the police. You don't 
have anything broken or serious, apart from a strong concussion. This could explain why you feel lost and 
confused. It is perfectly normal not to recall the moment of the accident. It might come back or not. But.. It 


seemed that you may not recall other things." 


Alexi was trying to listen to all the information that the doctor was giving him. It was a lot and he thought 
that the doctor was talking too fast. 


"Ie been here two days?" 

"Yes." 

The doctor and the nurse exchanged a look that didn't reassure Alexi. 

"There are a few basic questions | will ask you now To assess if and how much of your memory may have 
been affected by the accident. Then we will do some more tests and a scanner and we will be able to see how 
you're doing overall. Mr. Laiho," the doctor continued. "Do you know your first name?" 


"Shit! l'm not crazy, you know?" 


The doctor didn't say anything and calmly waited, a pen in one hand, ready to scribble down on his notepad 


whatever Alexi would answer. 
"Alexi Laiho. You want my fucking full name? Markku Uula Alexi Laiho." 


‘lam sorry, | know this is not pleasant but we need to check some of these things right away. Your date of 


birth?" 


Alexi passed a hand in his hair. 


"B April" He sighed. "I9-fucking-19," he added for good measure. 
"What day are we today?" 

Alexi frowned. What day was it? He didn't have any idea 

"You said | was here two days?," he ventured as an answer. 
"Yes," the doctor nodded with a faint smile 


He immediately got that it was an attempt at dodging the question, but at least he knew Alexi's short term 


memory worked just fine. 

"Do you recall what day it was when you had the accident? When you fell?" 
"| dont remember the accident," Alexi replied 

"Ok, what is the last thing you remember before waking up here?" 


That was a tough question Alexi wasn’t sure. He couldn't really recall anything specific, it seemed. Yet he knew 


who he was. Or at least, it seemed like that. 

"Not sure.. l.. | remember noise." 

The doctor cocked an eyebrow. 

"Noise? Anything specific?" 

"Noise and music," Alexi said more as a guess than an actual recollection. 
"Mr. Laiho, do you know the person who was in your room earlier?" 


Why was the doctor asking about him? Was he supposed to know him? There was a faint feeling of déja-vu 
with the guy but maybe it was just his confused and tired brain that was playing tricks on him. 


Alexi looked up at the doctor and shook his head. 
"No. Why was he in my room?" 
The doctor pinched his lips together and wrote down something then he looked back at Alexi. 


"He came to the hospital with you in the ambulance. He's your boyfriend," the doctor stated. 


Alexi stared at him, dumbfounded by the last sentence he had just heard. 


The doctor asked Alexi a few more questions, most of which he couldn't answer. He was anyway far past the 
point of actually trying to answer those. His mind had been put on hold since the news that he had a boyfriend. 
He certainly didn't remember that 


The doctor concluded their conversation with a list of tests they were going to take him to right away, 


assuring him results would be available very soon 
g y 


"Mr. Laiho, | know you must feel quite confused right know, but this is perfectly normal. It is common to have 
memory lapses after this type of accidents. We will know more after the tests, do not worry too much about 
everything for now. Try to rest some more and relax and a nurse will soon come and pick you up to take you 
around for the various tests and the scanner." 


Alexi looked at the doctor walking away and passed a hand over his face, suddenly realizing there was a bit of 
a stubble on his chin, which gave him a tangible proof that he must have indeed been there for a couple of 


days already. 
Alexi looked at the his hands and his tattoos. They looked familiar but when he tried to remember when he got 


them, he blanked out. There had been questions the doctor asked and which he could answer but also a few he 


didn't have any clue about. And then there was the tall guy with brown hair... His boyfriend? 
"Fucking hell..." Alexi whispered to himself. 


Was that what it felt like to be amnesic? 


The doctor was only halfway through his job as he walked out of Alexi's room. He knew Alexi's boyfriend would 
be waiting there, asking for news. It was never an easy task to inform the closed relatives of someone that 
they didn't remember them, or not fully. 

"So how is he? Can | go back in?," Janne asked. 

*Mr.2" 

"Janne, Janne Wirman" 

"Mr. Wirman, let's go to my office first and have a talk," the doctor suggested. "Your friend seems ok 


physically, we will do some more tests now and | am hopeful there will be good news later today but | need to 


talk to you about his current situation as far as his memory is concerned." 


Janne didn't like the tone of the doctor but reluctantly followed him, hoping he would get to see Alexi 
afterwards. 


So.. What song is that? 


It was past 8 o'clock in the evening when Janne arrived at Jaska's house. He had called him to let him know he 
had news from Alexi and he would pass by. The drummer wanted to come to the hospital to see his friend, like 
he had done the two days before, but Janne had insisted that he would come to his place and speak with him 
first. 


Jaska had called Roope and Henkka to let them know and all of them were now in Jaska's living room, waiting 


for Janne. 


"So how is he? | was about to come over in the evening when you called," Jaska said a little annoyed and 
worried that Janne told him to wait for him home instead of letting him come to the hospital. 


"He's.. He's fine. He woke up and they did new tests, brain scanner, all that shit.. He's ok but.," the keyboardist 


paused, unsure how to say the rest. 

"But?,” Henkka asked impatiently. 

"He doesn't remember certain things." 

Jaska looked at Janne's concerned face. 

"Which things? The accident?," Jaska asked 

"Yeah, that too but.. The doctor spoke with him, and after they did all the tests this afternoon, | went to see 
him again with the doctor, but.. He remembers just certain things, not much about us, | mean the band. He 
says its all very vague and fuzzy and.. He.." 

"He what?" 


Henkka didn't like the tone of Janne's voice. 


Janne swallowed hard before answering. He hated to have to confess to them the harsh reality of the 
situation but there was no point hiding it because they would realize it pretty soon 


"He doesn't remember that we are together." 
Roope, who had not yet said anything, looked up at Janne. 
"Shit. Like..? He doesn't recognize you?" 


"He says | look like someone he knows but.. He doesn't even remember we are living together." 


"Fuck," Jaska huffed. 

"Is it permanent? The memory loss," Henkka asked. 

"The doctor doesn't know. He said we shouldn't panic and memory losses are common after a concussion and all 
the patients who have these kinds of accidents have different ways of recovering and it takes time and it 
works, or not, or partially. So basically they don't fucking know what's gonna happen" 

Silence filled the room for the next few minutes. 

Jaska finally broke it. 

"Can we go and see him?" 

"Tomorrow morning, yes. It's just... Shit, he asked me to leave! | stayed there for two days non-stop by his side 
waiting to see if he was fine and he told me to leave his room this afternoon," Janne said. He turned away 


from his bandmates and strangled a sob as he was trying to contain his emotions in front of the other guys. 


"Janne, he will get better, surely. If he doesn't remember you, he probably doesn't remember us either, we'll 


see tomorrow, ok?" 

Henkka could see how upset Janne was and gave the others a worried look 
"lm going back home. l'm tired," Janne said while walking away already. 

"I call you tomorrow, ok?" 


There was no reply from the keyboardist, just a vague nod from to acknowledged he had heard his bandmate 


on his way out. 


The sound of Jaska's front door closing and shortly thereafter a car leaving let them know that it was safe to 
talk again. 


“That's not good," the drummer said. 
"What? Janne or Alexi?” Roope inquired as he sipped on his coffee. 
"Well.. Both, | guess. I've never seen him like that." 


"He'll get over it. The main problem is Alexi. What if he doesn't remember us? The band? Janne said he doesn't 


remember much. What does that mean even? We start touring again in 3 weeks." 


"Henkka.. Let's see tomorrow when we go visit him." 


The bassist nodded and sat down, burying his face in his hands. 


The following day the doctor had given Alexi some good news. He was all clear to leave the hospital in the 
afternoon. His physical condition was good and he was only told to rest for a week and take it easy and he was 
also given an appointment for a follow-up visit and check-up in a week. He was just prescribed medicines to 
alleviate headaches if he needed it. Yet, the question of how he would handle his life out of the hospital was 
bothering his doctor a little. 

"I don't want to stay here longer, | want to go home," Alexi stated. 

"Yes, of course, but you understand that home is where you live with someone you're not remembering. This 
can be difficult for you and for your family and close friends. | would recommend you get to see this person 
to help you adjust to the situation" 

The doctor handed over a card with another doctor's name on it. 

| don't need a shrink." 

"This person is specialized in helping people in your situation and their relatives to deal with the process of 
trying to get your memory back. She is not a psychiatrist. She may be very helpful. The best way to get back 
your memory is to train it and stimulate it with familiar things, be around people you know and who know you 
but this can be quite a challenge at first too. She can help you deal with that stress and give you tips to 
balance the familiar with the unknown. | will let your friend know about her as well." 

"Maybe.. Maybe | should go to a hotel? At first? For a few nights?" 

"| would rather have you around someone in case anything happens," the doctor said. 

"You just said l'm fine." 

"| meant in case you feel stressed or anxious or anything of that sort. To have someone to talk to." 


Alexi shrugged and put the card in the back pocket of his jeans. 


An hour later, Jaska and Janne arrived at the hospital to pick up Alexi and drive him back home. When the two 
of them walked in, Alexi turned off the television. He looked at Janne and the other tall guy who was with him. 


"Hey, Alexi," Jaska said. 


That voice sounded familiar, very familiar, but not the face. Yet, there was something reassuring about 


hearing this voice, even if he couldn't really place him in the current state of mess of his brain 
"Jaska is your oldest friend," Janne stated, "And our drummer." 


The keyboardist was following doctor's orders. From now on, anything that Alexi may not recognize or 


remember had to be introduced to him and placed in context. 

"You don't remember me either, right?" 

"l. | know your voice, | think," Alexi said. 

"Here you go," Jaska said as he handed Alexi a cd. "Our band's first album" 


Alexi looked at the cd front and back. 


"I remember the name of the band. | remember when we chose it.. | just don't remember recording this 


album.. Or the other ones after." 

"But you know we've done other ones?" 

| spent three hours online this morning catching up with what I've done with the band in the last few years." 
"We'll listen to it in the car driving back," Janne said. "| brought you a hoodie because its cold outside." 

Alexi took the black hoodie and put it on. 

‘It's too big," he commented as he zipped it up. 

| know. It's mine, but you always want to wear it," Janne answered. 

Alexi looked at him and then at the long sleeve covering most of his fingers. 

"Oh... Ok," he said. 

"Let's get you home," Jaska said, 

Once they arrived home, which was Janne's apartment where they both lived, Alexi looked around. He went into 
all the rooms and looked at almost everything. Things did look familiar. He had that feeling of déja-vu which you 


get sometimes but can't associate with a specific moment or situation. 


There were many band-related items in the apartment. His guitars were here too. Alexi's parents had called 


him in the morning and they had dropped a box full of articles about him and their band for him to read 


through, as well as old family photos of Alexi when he was a child. 

"What do you want to do?," Janne asked once Alexi had gone around their place and checked his surroundings. 
"| wanna play," he said, picking up his guitar. 

"You remember how to play?" 

"Play guitar? Yeah, | mean.. | am not sure what | can play but | think | can," he added. 


Janne exchanged a puzzled look with Jaska at Alexis answer but they both sat and looked at him plugging his 
guitar and sitting down. 


"What are you gonna play?," Janne asked. 
Alexi didn't know how to answer that. 


"Don't know. | just have the melody in my head and..." he put his fingers on the fret board, "| sort of feel it in 


my fingers, like | know what to do, you know?" 
The guitarist turned on the amp and began to play. 
Janne and Jaska looked at each other again, this time with a big smile. 


It was Alexi's playing, no doubt. His sound, his way of attacking the strings and holding the guitar. He played 
well, the whole song almost. When he stopped, he looked at his bandmates. 


"So... What song is that?," he asked them. 
Jaska wasn't sure he understood the question and Janne looked very confused. 
"What do you mean ‘what song is it?," Janne asked. 


"I have the notes and chords in my head, | know how to play that song but | don't know what song it is. Is it 


one of ours?" 

Janne couldn't avoid letting out a sigh of despair. 

"Yes, it's one of our songs. Downfall One of the most played ones," Jaska answered. 
"You know how to play it but you don't know what it is? It's insane," Janne said. 


Jaska gave him a shut-up look but it was too late. 


"Do you remember the lyrics?," Jaska asked, trying to stay positive. 


Alexi paused for a moment. He tried to think of lyrics but all he could hear in his head were notes and chords, 
no words or lyrics but he didn't want to answer and admit he didn't remember them so he just looked away 


and started playing again. 
"IFs ok, you'll just listen to the albums. That'll come back," Jaska reassured him. 


Janne stood up and looked at Alexi who had his eyes glued to his left hand. Would he still be able to sing? That 
was something else they had no idea about. He didn't want to be negative and get further scolding stares from 


Jaska so he didn't say anything. 


A few hours later, Jaska had left and gone back home, leaving Alexi to rest. The doctor had recommended 
periods of rest in-between stimulation of his memory, which basically meant getting reacquainted with his 
environment and his friends and the band. Henkka and Roope would pass by tomorrow to visit him. That would 


be plenty to catch-up with on his second day out of the hospital. 


After eating dinner, Alexi spent more time playing on his guitar and listening to their records. Janne was in the 
living room, sitting in front of the tv but not paying attention to what he was watching. His mind was too busy 
trying to think of ways to help Alexi or make him remember things faster. 


At a certain point in the evening, the guitarist came in the living room and asked him if he could play some of 
their songs on the keyboard. Janne felt something warming up inside when Alexi asked him that. He brought his 
keyboard to the room where Alexi was and started playing. 


A couple of hours later, Alexi was starting to feel tired. The problem, he realized, was that while he had 
clearly accepted the fact that nobody was lying to him or pulling a major joke on him when he was told that 
he lived with Janne - he had actually found pictures of him and Janne on his cell phone to prove they were 
more than just bandmates - he didn't feel like sleeping in the same bed as him, however friendly the 
keyboardist had been so far. Yet, how do you say to the person you have apparently been dating for two 


years and been living with that you don't know what to feel when they're around and would rather sleep alone? 


Janne sensed the issue as they both stood in the middle of the living room, ready to go to sleep but not sure 


how to manage the logistics. 

"Maybe | should go to a hotel," Alexi said tentatively. 

"No, you don't have to. IFs ok, | will take the couch’ 

"| should take the couch, you're taller, so it's probably not too comfortable for you," Alexi continued. 


"IFs fine, | already slept on it. Falling asleep in front of the tv, too drunk to roll all the way to the bed." 


"Ok. Thanks," Alexi said before going to the bedroom, very much relieved to have managed to cut the 


conversation short. 


Not too bad.. But that's my solo 


The following day in the afternoon Roope and Henkka came over. Alexi was practicing in the bedroom when they 


arrived. 

"How is he?," Henkka inquired as he took off his jacket: 

Janne looked like he hadn't slept much. 

"Did Jaska tell you about yesterday? When he played Downfall without knowing what he was playing?" 
"Yeah, he called to tell me. Is it like that for everything?" 


"Kind of. At least now he's been listening to our records the whole morning so it's gonna help | guess but.. He's 
on and off all the time. It's scary." 


Roope left the other two chatting in the living room and walked in the corridor. He followed the guitar sounds 
to the bedroom. 


"Not too bad.. But that's my solo, that one." 


Roope crossed his arms and leaned against the door frame. Alexi lifted his head and gave a half-smile back at 


his bandmate. He knew he was his bandmate. It was Roope. 

Since a couple of days, he had diligently studied all their aloums' material and the numerous band pictures that 
he had searched for online. Still, he didn't really remember Roope. It was not like Jaska. Roope was more like 
Janne. A vague impression but nothing really convincing. 

"You don't remember me, do you?" 


"Not really, sorry." 


‘Its fine for now. | just hope you'll get your memory back We did quite a lot of crazy shit together and I'd 


rather not have to tell you about all that.. Too embarrassing to say out loud. You please try to remember.” 
"Ok, | will." 

Everyone was friendly to him and, to an extent, he felt a little more comfortable now he was able to associate 
names and actual people with the faces he had seen on the pictures he had been reviewing since two days but 


the eerie feeling of walking through his life as a foreigner was unfortunately still prevailing. 


"Henkka is here too. Wanna join us in the living room?" 


"Sure," Alexi said. "May as well meet the last member of my fucking band, right?" 


They walked into the living room, where Janne and Henkka were still discussing. Alexi's eyes landed on the tall 
blond next to Janne. There was no doubt he looked like the bassist he had seen on the band photos. He actually 
looked taller that what Alexi had guessed from the pictures he had browsed through. 


"Hey there", Henkka said when he saw Alexi walking in 
Alexi walked up to him and hesitated for a second. Henkka took him in his arms, giving him a friendly big hug. 


Alexi gave him an embarrassed smile when he stepped away. One more friendly face he had no immediate 


recollection of. 
"How are you feeling now you're back home?" 


"Fine, | guess... | mean, | still ache here and there from the bruises of the fall but besides that | feel ok. Its 
still all a bit of a blurry mess in my head" 


Janne brought Alexi a cup of coffee. 


"Maybe we should look at the emails we got from management. What they want us to do. They sent a couple 
of messages. Since we're all here..," Janne suggested. "We can call Jaska later if there's anything to brief him 


about." 
"Good idea," Henkka said. "| got a voice mail too. Let's discuss and we can call them back." 


Henkka went to the kitchen to get himself a cup of coffee and then came back. Alexi watched the guys sit 
together in the living room and Janne getting his laptop to check his mailbox. It was like watching a tv series 
and he almost expected to hear a laugh track at any point. They all knew each other, they were all 
comfortable with each other and Alexi felt like he was watching from the side lines. He was part of the band, 
he was the frontman, but right this moment he totally felt left out and not part of anything. 


The next three days, Alexi tried to put his unease aside and spent most of his time alone in their studio 
working on his guitar parts and solos. He strangely seemed to remember almost all of them. He just wasn't 
always sure which one was fitting with which song and he would sometimes wrongly combine the intro of a 


song with the solo of another one but things were starting to fall back in place slowly. 


He was also relearning the lyrics of their songs. That was a bit more challenging but he was making good 
progress on that side too. He was happy to note that his vocal chords seemed to remember how to growl and 


scream, and occasionally, sing a bit as well. 


He had asked to be left alone for those moments because he was feeling too embarrassed at the situation and 


have the whole band witness his memory lapses or solo and intro mistakes. 

Alexi would leave the apartment in the morning and come back late in the evening, a schedule that Janne had 
never seen Alexi adopt. He was usually more of a 200 pm till 200 am kind of guy for recording or rehearsing 
but the keyboardist didn't want to interfere with what seemed to be the most pressing and urgent thing to do, 
namely getting their frontman and lead guitarist back and be ready to start touring again. It didn't actually 
matter whether it was during day or night, as long as Alexi was catching up with their catalogue of songs and 


covers. 


Their management had been in touch constantly and had visited Alexi too. The tour was supposed to start 


again in a little over two weeks and it was still unclear whether Alexi would be able to perform. 

Alexis busy day schedule was also a convenient way for him to avoiding too much awkwardness on the 
personal front by not being around Janne. It was not the best way to deal with the situation but it was the 
only one he could handle right now in order to focus on the music and the band. 

It was the fourth day that Alexi was working by himself in the studio when Jaska walked in early afternoon, 


"Hi" the drummer said to Alexi who was in the middle of his singing practice. "How is it going?" 


‘Ok. Still have a shitload of songs to work on but.. I'll get there. | also actually started to remember writing 
some of this stuff. Fucking amazing, right?" 


Jaska nodded and smiled. 
"You need something in the studio?," Alexi asked. 


"No, | just thought it must be tough for you to have to do this all alone. You said you wanted to be here by 
yourself but perhaps it's easier if | help." 


"Help how?," Alexi asked a bit worried. 
"Anyway you want. | can play and keep your rhythm in check while you practice," Jaska said with a wink. 


Alexis first defensive reaction quickly faded away when he looked at his bandmate's face and saw the genuine 


concern and good intentions in the drummer's eyes. 
"Huh... Ok Might be a bit boring for you... But ok" 


Jaska walked to his drum kit and sat behind it. 


"Can | ask you something?," the drummer said. 

"Go ahead." 

"You remember us earlier? | mean, when we were in high school and started the band?" 

"Yeah, that | recall. Maybe not everything but.. | guess mostly. Its strange. | couldn't remember any of you 
when | came back from the hospital but then | realized | began to remember all of you from older memories. 
Its coming back but slowly and not all at once, it's.. So bizarre. | fucking hate this." 


"Don't worry. It's coming back. That's all that matters." 


"I remember when we got drunk at your place when you turned I5 and we drunk that rum bottle and | puked 


on your bed." 
"Yeah... That happened,” Jaska laughed. 


Alexi managed a nervous laugh too and then sat down and picked up his guitar again. Instead of starting to play, 
he raised his head and looked at Jaska again who was ready to start hitting the drums. 


"You know, the situation with Janne, that's.. Awkward. Man, | don't fucking know what to say or do." 

"You mean you and him being together?" 

"Yes, of course! What else?" 

"What do you feel?" 

Alexi blushed a little. 

"l. | don't know. As | said, a few days ago, | didn't know who he was when | saw him at the hospital. Now | know 
and | start to remember him, in the band... | remember the first time he came over to rehearse with us. | 
remember us playing our solos when we rehearse or on stage. | guess we do that on every tour, right? Guitar 
and keyboard solo battles?.. But | don't remember anything personal like.. You know, | don't recall when we 


started to date or whatever we did or called it." 


‘Its just been a few days since you left the hospital.. Wait a bit more. It's probably a lot of info to process 
for your little shithead brain" 


"Ah! Ah!" 


Alexi knew that Jaska was right but it didnt make it any easier. The doctor had told him the same. Memory 


would be coming back but there was no guarantee at which pace and when and perhaps even not fully and that 


was something he had to prepare himself for. Still, it was difficult to handle. It seemed that memory and 
feelings were not the same things. Remembering Janne hadn't yet awoken any special feelings for him. Was it 
normal? Was it more difficult when you had feeling for someone? Perhaps he wasn't yet feeling anything 


because he hadn't gotten back any memory of his intimate time with Janne? 


At the same time, if Janne and him had been together before, wasn't Alexi supposed to be attracted to him 
anyway, despite not remembering their past? Why was he not feeling anything special for Janne yet? How was 
he supposed to sort that out? 


You're normally much more talkative 


It had been a week since Alexi was out of the hospital and trying to get back into his life as normally as 
possible. The band's management had come to the studio to speak with him and they had been in touch with 
his doctor to assess his health and his playing capabilities. They wanted to have a band meeting in the next 
few days to discuss with everyone. Alexi hated having to deal with those business formalities but he knew 
they had to go through all this without delay because of the upcoming tour. The promoters had been 
harassing their management to know whether the concerts would be cancelled so the sooner that would be 


cleared up, the better. 


For once, Alexi had come back home early. He wasn't feeling too much like practicing again after the discussions 
of the afternoon about the possible tour cancellation He had a doctor follow-up appointment in two days, which 


would hopefully clear him completely from a physical point of view and allow him to travel and perform again 


Janne saw an opportunity in having Alexi home earlier for once. Maybe they could talk a little. The keyboardist 
had been waiting every day for a sign of change within Alexi. The guitarist had been talking a bit about 
remembering things musically speaking now. That was the first good news of the week. He had also seemed 
more at ease discussing the band but the elephant in the room had been carefully avoided. Janne didn't want 


to be pushy but the lack of interaction with Alexi on any personal level had him on edge. 
Since the guitarist was home in the middle of the afternoon and didn't practice much at the studio that day, 
Janne proposed to Alexi to play with him. Alexi accepted and so the keyboardist and him had spent a few hours 


working on songs together. It almost started to feel normal. 


Later on that evening, Janne had put some music on and ordered a pizza for dinner. Alexi and Janne were 


sitting in the living room in silence, eating. Janne couldn't take it anymore. He had to speak with him. 
"You're normally much more talkative, you know?," Janne said as he took a sip from his beer. 
"What else do | do differently?" 


Janne shrugged. There were a lot of things he wanted to tell Alexi but he didn't know which one he should 
start with. 


"Many things. It just feels different being home here with you now." 

Alexi was looking at his pizza. He could feel Janne was not saying what he really wanted to say. He guessed 
that what Janne meant was probably that he was making him uncomfortable, just as much as Janne was 
making him feel awkward. Still, he wanted to understand a bit more about his life before the accident so it was 


as good a time as any to chat about that. 


"How did we end up together?" Alexi bluntly asked. 


Janne looked at him surprised. 
"What do you mean?" 


| mean.. We've been playing in the same band since a long time but | was told we are together since two 


years only, so.. What happened? Why didn't we go out together before?" 


Janne should have felt happy that Alexi was finally getting interested in them again but somehow, he could 
sense that the singer wasn't asking to try to get back there. It sounded more like sheer curiosity. 


"I don't know how to explain it. It just happened one night. We were drunk. We were on tour, staying at a hotel 
that night, in Switzerland." 


All of this seemed completely foreign to Alexi, except for the part where they were drunk. That was pretty 
plausible. 


"Who started it?" 

Janne was wondering whether Alexi was even believing him but he continued. 

"You. You kissed me." 

"| read online we kiss for fun sometimes." 

"Yeah, well.. That was not one of those times. We were not on stage or in front of anyone. We were alone, 
sitting on a couch watching tv in the room we shared and you just climbed on my lap and we joked and.. You 
kissed me." 

Janne looked at Alexi, who had the most intrigued look on his face. 

| kissed you and.. ?" 

Janne got a little flustered. He had actually never been embarrassed about what he and Alexi had or what 
they were doing in private but having to talk about it, to Alexi himself, while he was not even sure that Alexi 
believed him, was a whole new level of uncomfortable. 

"And... Things moved on pretty fast. You're not exactly a let's-take-it-slow kind of guy." 

Alexi could see how uneasy Janne was and he himself felt he was blushing a little but they had to talk about 
that. Alexi had found a few selfies on his phone of him with Janne, cuddling. There was one where they were 


kissing and if he was honest, it was looking like a real kiss that seemed to mean something but he didn't recall 
when the picture had been taken or ever kissing Janne this way. 


"So that night in Switzerland.. We fucked?" 

Janne coughed. 

"Yep." 

"| don't remember." 

"Thanks." 

"| don't say it to annoy you, | just.. H's hard to believe, ok? How can | not remember something like that? | 
remember Jaska's |5th birthday and when we signed our first record deal. You'd think that by now, I'd have 
started to remember sleeping with one of my bandmates." 

Janne cringed at the last word. Bandmafe. Alexi hadn't called him boyfriend or lover. No, for now, he was just 
Alexis bandmate. Janne anyway tried to keep the conversation going. It was the first time they were talking 
about those things since Alexi had been out of the hospital. 

"You don't believe me?" 


Alexi shifted his leg under him and tried to sit more cozily on the couch. 


"I'm not saying that. | saw the pictures of us on my phone. | don't say it's not true. | just don't understand 
why | don't remember anything about it" 


"There are many things you don't remember," Janne said to try to make both of them feel better. 

The keyboardist tried to rationalize things and think positive. Alexi was asking about them. It was odd and 
awkward - a recurring theme for the two of them since a week now - but it showed that he was at least 
trying to put the pieces of the puzzle together. Yes, that was what he had to believe and think about. 
There was a minute of silence between the two men, and then Janne decided to suggest something. 

"Do you wanna try?" 

Alexi stiffened a bit. 

"Try what?" 


"Well. Like you tried playing guitar and singing.. We can try kissing and you'll see how it feels." 


The guitarist was looking at Janne like he had just grown a second head. He was about to protest and make a 


fuss about how Janne could even suggest that but then, as he opened his mouth, he stopped himself. Perhaps 
it made sense to try that, like he was trying everything else. He couldn't deny that the guitar playing and 
singing were coming back and falling into place again since the few days he had been practicing and rehearsing 


by himself. 


Janne could see that Alexi was probably debating internally how to react to what he had just proposed and 
whether he wanted to try it. His guitarist seemed to be about to say something but he didn't. 


"Alexi, | would never do anything you don't want to, ok? So let's just forget what | said" 
Alexi shook his head. 

"No, ok. Let's try." 

Janne looked at Alexi and how unsecure he seemed. 


He wasn't lying. If he had somehow always harbored a crush for their singer and guitarist, Janne had never 
been the one initiating things. Alexi would always be the cuddly one, especially when he was drunk. He was the 
one who had kissed him first like he meant it that night in Switzerland. He was the one who had pulled Janne on 
the bed and undressed him after they had made out on the couch. Sure, Janne had loved it but he had never 
pushed Alexi to do anything. He had always secretly hoped that something would happen and when it did and 
Alexi started things, Janne let him come, enjoying everything, as little or as much as the guitarist was ready 
to share with him. 


The keyboardist scooted a bit closer on the couch and slid his hand behind Alexi's neck. They were looking in 
each other eyes and all Janne could read was a million question marks in Alexi's gaze. He approached a little 
closer and tilted his head to the left, which was the usual way they would kiss or at least start. Alexi didn't 


move. He was just waiting for Janne to kiss him. 

Janne could feel so much tension in Alexi that he had to double-check and ask again. 

"You're sure you're ok with this?" 

"Fucking do it," Alexi said. 

In other circumstances, that might have sounded funny and daring but here Janne feared he had to interprete 
it as a way to say lets get done with this pronto and it was much less exciting. Still, he placed his mouth on 
Alexi's and started to kiss him the way he would normally do, which was not really something he could 
conceptualize. When his lips touched Alexi's, the feeling was so familiar that he didn't need to think anymore. He 
just went through the moves, kneading the back of Alexis neck at the same time, all the way to where his 


hair started at the back of his head. Janne loved how warm that spot always felt. 


Alexi wasn't as spooked by the kiss as he thought he would be. Perhaps that was a good sign Yet, it only felt 


like someone he vaguely knew was kissing him. Janne seemed to be a good kisser and he wasn't hesitating, 
probably kissing him the way they were used to. The problem for Alexi was that he couldn't let go of the 
awkwardness and the fact he was trying to recall everything about the two of them at the same time. He 
knew that he was supposed to enjoy it and want to kiss Janne back, the guy that he was apparently in love 
with but all he could think about was trying to imagine what it was like before and why he did not feel it or 
recall it yet. 


Janne broke the kiss and pulled away from Alexi, trying to gauge his reaction 
"So?" 


"So... Not sure,” Alexi said. "| mean.. It doesn't feel bad but.. It's not like fucking fireworks and | remember 


everything and get love-struck all over again, ok?" 


Alexits tone was aggravated. Janne didn't know if it was out of embarrassment because of the kiss or for 
other reasons. Maybe Alexi actually didn't like it but he didn't want to say it in front of Janne. If anyone had to 


be upset, Janne thought, it was him. At this moment, he couldn't quite contain his frustration anymore. 
He sat up and moved away from the couch before snapping at Alexi. 


"Ok, fine, but don't take it this way. It's not easy for you but its not easy for me either, alright? You think it's 
been a walk in the park for me these last few days? Sleeping on the couch and having you treating me like a 
stranger? Fuck, Allu, you're not the only one struggling!” 


Alexi stood up and glared at Janne before retreating to the bedroom. 


Fifteen minutes later, Janne was in the kitchen and caught a glimpse of Alexi hurrying out of the living room 
with a bag and slamming the front door behind him. Janne had no idea where he was going but he could only 


guess that he wouldn't be back for the night. 
"Fucking shitl," Janne yelled as he threw his beer bottle in the sink. 


Alexi wasn't going to spend another night at Janne's place given what they had just said to each other, plus 
the fiasco of the kiss which actually didn't remind him of anything. 


The guitarist stopped at the first decent hotel in the area and when he stepped out of his car and went to 
grab his wallet in his back pocket to check in, he realized he had forgotten it at Janne's place. 


Alexi walked back to his car and sat in the driver's seat, fuming and wondering what to do. He didn't want to go 
back home but he had no ID and no money to get a hotel room. After a few minutes, he realized he had his 
phone with him. He checked under his contacts and looked up Henkka. He had his address in his phone, 
surprisingly. Alexi turned on the car and left the hotel parking, heading to Henkka's place. 


| dont wanna talk about it 


It was almost Il o'clock when Alexi arrived. He rang the bell and knocked at the door of the house. He looked 


around and tried to see if the surroundings looked familiar but it was too dark to see much. 

"Hi," Alexi said when the door opened. 

"Hi. What are you doing here?" 

‘| need a place to sleep and | forgot my wallet at home so | can't go to a hotel” 

Henkka smiled and let him in. 

"And why were you planning to go to a hotel?" 

"Because it's annoying for Janne to have to sleep on the couch and.. | decided to leave him the bed." 
"You could have slept on the couch." 

It's better if we both have a bit of alone time for now." 

"| see. What did you two argue about?" 

"Why do you think we argued?" 

"cause | know you both. So.. Spill the beans." 

Alexi followed Henkka into his house. There was a vague feeling of déja-vu when he looked around him. 


They went to the living room. Alexi took a cigarette from the pack he had in his jacket. He didn't remember if 
Henkka was smoking or not and offered him one. 


"| don't smoke." 
"Ah. Ok. I'll try to remember," Alexi said to himself. 
"So what's up?" 


Henkka went to look for an ashtray and then sat at the table. Alexi was pacing around him and chewing on his 


bottom lip nervously. 


"| don't wanna talk about it." 


"You cannot avoid the subject forever. What are you guys gonna do when we start touring again and we are 
stuck in the bus together most of the time? And when we're not in the bus, we're backstage or on stage, 
together. Or you do interviews together with Janne. Everyone always wants you and Janne for interviews. You 


won't escape that." 


"lll improvise." 


At the same moment, in another part of the city, Janne was on the phone with Jaska. He needed to vent and 
had explained to him what had just happened: 


"What was | supposed to do? He's pissed but at least now we know that this is over. He doesn't remember me 


and he doesn't want me" 
"He didn't say anything like that, did he?" 

'No, he left. That was pretty self-explanatory, if you ask me" 

"He's just confused. You know how he is.. He's not always very good at expressing how he feels" 
"Yeah, but he's pretty good at expressing how he doesn’t feel” 


"He'll be back tomorrow. Don't worry too much." 


Back at Henkka's place, Alexi had stayed true to his words and he hadn't spoken much to him about what had 
happened with Janne. He hadn't told him they had kissed and that they had argued about their respective 
frustrations post-kissing. Each time Henkka was trying to go back to talking about something more personal, 
Alexi dodged the question or steered the conversation back to something safe and more mundane. Eventually, 


Henkka had given up. He had gone to bed and left Alexi in front of the television in the living room. 


A few hours later, the bassist had woken up. His house was perfectly silent, except for some faint noises 
coming from downstairs. He looked at the time and sighed but forced himself to get up to go and check on 
Alexi. He was used to see the guitarist going through sleepless nights but since he was still recovering from 


his accident, Henkka felt like he should try to make him go to bed and rest. 


When he arrived in the living room, Henkka found the television still on but Alexi curled up on the couch, 


sleeping. 


The bassist took the remote and turned the tv off. He picked up the throw that was on the other couch and 


put it over Alexi. As he reached around the guitarist’ body to tuck the blanket behind him, Alexi shifted 
position and rolled on his back. Henkka stopped what he was doing. When he saw that Alexi was still asleep, he 
quickly rearranged the blanket to cover him properly for the rest of the night. Even if the guitarist was stil 
dressed, he'd be more comfortable with something to keep him warm, he thought. 

Alexits head moved to the side. He mumbled something incomprehensible and turned around. Henkka felt bad for 
having disturbed him and as he patted his shoulder to try to soothe him and let him continue to sleep 
peacefully, he noticed Alexi tilting his head back a little and opening his mouth. This time, no murmurs came 
out. Instead, the guitarist let out a shallow sigh that turned into something that sounded more like a moan. 
Henkka froze for a few seconds. 

"Alexi?," he said tentatively and not too loud. 

Alexi sighed once more. 

The guitarist mumbled something that sounded like Janne's name. 

Henkka smiled and wondered what Alexi was dreaming about. Maybe his argument - or whatever had happened 


and which Alexi didn't explain - with Janne earlier on had reignited a spark unconsciously. At least, the guitarist 


seemed pretty happy with whatever he was currently dreaming about and that hopefully involved Janne. 


The day after in the morning, the smell of fresh coffee lured Alexi into the kitchen 
"Slept well?," Henkka asked 

‘Sure, why not?" 

Henkka handed him a coffee. 


"No reason. | just thought | heard you speak in your sleep last night when | came over to turn off the tv. You 
had fallen asleep and it was still on" 


Alexis blushed and bent his head down, looking at the steaming darkness in his mug. 
"Did you... What did | say?" 
Alexis embarrassment was only too obvious. 


‘I'm not sure," Henkka said distractedly. "I think you said Jaska's name or maybe Janne's?... | couldn't really make 


up what you were mumbling about." 


Alexi looked at him and picked up a spoon to stir in his mug, to give himself something to do. 
"Yeah... |... | think | dreamed something about him, | mean, about the band." 

"Something good?" 

Alexi gave Henkka a suspicious look. 


"| don't recall the details." 


Alexi was certainly not ready to have a casual breakfast chat with Henkka about how he dreamed of making 
out with Janne - or were these actual memories? Images of him in bed with another man had flooded his mind 


when he had woken up in the morning but he couldn't put a face on the other man in his dreams. 


Did he want Janne that way or did he have these dreams because of what they had spoken about and done 
the night before? The morning images that had stuck with him seemed like touring memories of him and 
someore else fooling around. Was it for real? Was he actually starting to remember things about the two of 


them? If so, why was it making him so confused and why wasn't he picturing Janne more clearly? 

Did he have other guys in his life before Janne? 

Alexi cut it short at breakfast. He told Henkka he had to leave and pass by the studio to practice some more. 
Once he was gone, Henkka went to get his phone. He checked the time and since it wasn't too early anymore, he 


texted Janne. 


Janne was running some errands and waiting in line to check out at the store when he heard he had a 


message. He checked his phone and saw a text from his bandmate. 
Alexi slept here last night. | think he dreamed of you 


Janne scratched his head. Knowing that Alexi had spent the night at Henkka's place was a relief. But what was 


that comment about Alexi dreaming of him? 

What r u talking bout? 

The cashier was still not done with the previous customer so Janne kept his phone in his hand, waiting for 
Henkka to text back He would have called him if he were at home alone but he didn't want to ask him 


questions on Alexi like this, in public. 


Heard Alexi talk in his sleep. | think he said your name. 


It was a little past I0 o'clock in the evening when Alexi came back home. He had been hanging around the whole 
day trying to gather his thoughts and remember more of his past with Janne. He didn't know whether Janne 
would still be upset at him because he had left the night before and what he had said to him. He had to see 
for himself. 

As he stepped in the house and headed to Jane's music room, he saw his boyfriend sitting at his desk behind 
his laptop, getting busy with his two keyboards. He had his headset on and was obviously playing or recording 
something. Alexi couldn't hear what he was playing but Janne's fingers were dancing left and right on the 
bigger keyboard. The guitarist approached and put his hand on Janne's shoulder. Janne looked up. He didn't look 
upset but rather surprised to see him there. 


"Hi," Janne simply said. 


He had been waiting for Alexi to come back the whole day, basically since Henkka had texted him in the morning 
but he would obviously not tell Alexi any of that. 


The guitarist didn't say anything. He turned around and looked at the desk. He reached for the cable that was 


connecting Jane's headset to the keyboard and unplugged it before removing the headset from Janne's head. 
| wanna hear you play,” Alexi said as he settled down on Jane's lap, facing him. 

Janne looked a bit confused. 

"Huh... ‘kay, but you're kinda in the way," Janne said with a faint smile. 

"You don't need to look at the keys to play." 

"What do you want?" 


Alexi took Janne's hands and placed them behind himself on the keyboard. The guitarist leaned forward and 


stopped a few inches away from Janne's face. 
"Just fucking serenade me, ok?" 
Alexis breath smelled of whisky. 


Janne's left hand began to tap on the keyboard. He wasn't paying attention to what he was playing and he 
doubted that Alexi was really listening. They were both too busy staring at each other. 


A moment later, Alexi tilted his head a tad and parted his lips but didn't close the gap between them. Janne 
didn't know if he was hesitating or teasing him. His old boyfriend would have been teasing but with this skittish 


version of Alexi, he wasn't sure what to think or do. 


"You said.. | was the one kissing you first?" 


Janne blanked out for a few seconds and then he caught up with Alexis comment and realized he was 


referring to what he had told him the day before, when Alexi had started things with him in that hotel room 


in Switzerland a few years ago. 
"Yeah... You did." 
Alexi nodded slowly and then closed his eyes. 


"Don't stop playing," he told him before planting his mouth on Janne's. 


Make me feel what | dont remember 
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Janne pulled Alexi's face against his for a long kiss while he continued playing with his other hand. Alexi 
returned the kiss almost immediately. He snaked his arms around Janne's neck and moved even closer as he 
kissed back Janne tried to keep his composure, wondering what he should be expecting while struggling not to 


melt in the familiar taste of Alexis mouth. 


Although Alexi hadn't said anything, it seemed clear he was into this and it no longer was like the day before 
when he had let Janne kiss him as an experiment. Janne didn't understand what had happened and why Alexi 
was now behaving this way but at least it was way more normal for him. The keyboardist was only too happy 
to feel wanted and to have Alexi seeking his attention this way. 


Janne's hand slid from Alexis's neck all the way down his back. He was looking for the hem of the t-shirt and 
when he found it, he moved his hand under it, feeling the hot and smooth skin under his fingers for the first 
time since too long. 


The guitarists grip on Janne was tighter and he started to grind against him. 


The keyboardist groaned into the kiss and squeezed Alexi's waist more at the contact. His hand caressed Alexi's 
hip and thigh before nestling between them and reaching for Alexis's crotch. 


The guitarist gasped when Janne started to rub him. He was definitely getting hard and moved his mouth away 
from Janne to catch his breath. 


"Janne... Feels good.. Don't stop... 


Janne's brain was no longer really able to control his left hand for any decent keyboard playing so he gave up 
and brought his other hand on Alexis neck and buried his face in Alexis's hair. 


"Fuck, Alexi.. I've missed you. I've missed this.. Do you.. Do you remember us?" 


"Had a dream last night," Alexi panted. "It's still blurry | don't really recall what | was doing.. But | was in bed.. 
With another guy.. Then in the morning, when | was still in bed and trying to think about us... | think it was a 
memory and not just a dream but... | couldn't see the other guy's face.. But when | think about it now.. | hope 


it was yours." 


The keyboardist's hand was relentless, eliciting moans Janne didn't think he'd ever hear again coming from 
Alexi's mouth. 


"Oh, fuck... Janne...” 

Alexi gasped and threw his head back. He almost lost his balance but Janne caught him before he fell 
backwards. His arms encircled him and pulled him back towards him. The guitarist then leaned forward more 
than necessary and nestled his face on in the crook of Janne's neck. 


"Mmmh... You smell good." 


There was a slight alcohol-induced slur in his words. It was like a purr against Janne's skin and it sent shivers 
down Janne's body. 


"| think | remember this smell." Alexi continued, rubbing his face against Janne's neck. "Your smell." 

The keyboardist felt Alexi's hot breath on him as he sighed. 

"How drunk are you exactly?," Janne asked. 

The fact that Alexi almost fell off his lap made him realize that he was perhaps a bit more drunk than he 
appeared to be and therefore not completely aware of what he was doing. The last thing Janne wanted was to 
take advantage of Alexi and break any little bit of trust he had managed to establish with him. 

Alexi didn't reply and just hummed some more next to his ear. 

"Allu.. You should go to sleep," Janne said. 

"| wanna sleep like this.” 

"Not happening. Come on, you're not heavy but you're gonna kill my back" 

"No..." 

"Let's go To the bedroom" 

He gently pushed Alexi off his lap and made sure he was steady on his feet. Right after Janne got up, the 


guitarist jumped back in his arms. Janne was a bit surprised but caught him and held him tight. Alexi wrapped 


his legs around Janne's hips and smiled at him. 
"Am not that drunk.. See?" 


Janne rolled his eyes and walked them to their bedroom. He lay Alexi on their bed and hovered above him, not 


sure how to proceed further. 
"What do you want?" 


Janne's voice was hushed, as if talking louder would break the spell under which Alexi seemed to have suddenly 


fallen. 
"Fuck, | don't know! What do | normally want?" 
"Doesn't matter, Allu.. What do you want right now?" 


Alexi stared into his keyboardist's brown eyes. He liked what he saw even if he couldn't really comprehend it. 
And then it dawned on him that he was not looking at his bandmate anymore. Right that moment he was 
staring at his boyfriend's and lover's eyes. 


"Make me feel what | don't remember." 


Janne stared at hime for a few seconds then he sat up to take off his shirt. He lowered himself again onto 
Alexi but he was suddenly a little hesitant. He knew what to do, or rather, he knew what he wanted to do but 
what Alexi had just asked him was an entirely different thing and he felt a little bit of pressure. He didn't want 


to screw things up or go too fast. 

"You trust me?" 

Alexi had no rational reason for saying yes but he did. 
"Yeah... | trust you." 


At this moment and without any real precise memories of them being together or sleeping together besides 
the Wacken flashback he had dreamed of or recalled, Alexi felt like trusting Janne. He didn't know what to 
expect but he wanted to see those warm brown eyes look down at him and feel those long talented fingers 


roam around his body. 


Alexi took off his t-shirt and undid his own belt before lying down on the bed again, silently inviting Janne to 
continue to undress him. Janne got the hint and obliged. 


While he was doing so, Janne's mind was racing. He was trying to remember how it was when they did it for 
the first time in Switzerland. They were drunk and it was clumsy but somehow it was good enough to 
encourage them to do it again, the following morning when they were less drunk, and it had been better. In 
hindsight, it had been pretty lame since they were both young and inexperienced, so probably it was better to 
forget about that altogether. That was not how he wanted this to be now. How was it the last time they got 
separated and reunited? When Janne had gone for a few weeks to work with his band and Alexi couldn't join or 


visit? Janne thought further, beyond the obvious. If he wanted to make Alexi feel what he didn't remember, he 


didn't need to reenact the first time they fucked. He needed to bring him back to how it felt when they were 
making love. It sounded corny and it was not something that Alexi would ever say - unless he was way more 


drunk than right now - but it was what he needed to feel. 


Alexi was observing Janne's motions and what he was doing with unusual attention. Janne's touch was light and 
affectionate. Alexi closed his eyes and tried to remember. Anything that Janne was doing to him right now, the 
way he touched him and caressed him, the way his fingers were threading into his hair, the way his mouth 
was exploring his body. Janne had probably done that hundreds of times but he still didn't remember. It felt 
good and Janne seemed to know what he was doing and what Alexi liked and where he was more sensitive, all 
things which Alexi didn't even know about himself, but was it how it was supposed to feel? That was the more 
frustrating part of the situation for the guitarist. How could that be? How could someone know him better 


than he knew himself? Why did he not yet recall how it was to be in bed with Janne? 


Alexi was too busy trying to think about what he didn't remember to notice that Janne had stopped touching 


him. 

"Hey.. Open your eyes," Janne said. 

Alexi sighed and turned his head towards Janne who was lying next to him. 
"You're okay?" 

"Yes, sure.. l.. | was trying to remember how it was.. Before.” 


"Allu.. Stop thinking about that. It really doesn't matter how it felt to you before. How does it feel to you 
now?" 


"G-good.. | mean, you obviously know me pretty well. But its so weird, it's.” 


"Shh... Do like with the songs.. You didn't know which one you were playing but it came out naturally when you 
picked up your guitar and it felt right." 


‘Its not the same." 

"Maybe it is." 

"| could play it but | couldn't sing it," Alexi protested. 

Gosh, the guy always had to have the last word, right? At least, that hadn't changed. 

"Try. Just feel how it is when | touch you, and touch me how you want.. What feels right and natural, and 


don't think about the rest," Janne said while his hand slid down Alexi's body. "You'll do the music and I'll sing the 


lyrics for now, okay?" 


"Are you any good at singing?" 

‘It was a metaphor. But no, I'm not good. l'm much better at fucking you than | am at singing." 

“That's reassuring." 

"Shut up and let me show you," Janne said before resuming where he had left. 

After several minutes of kneading, rubbing and kissing, Alexi's face was looking more relaxed. 

"You want to try something?" 

"Try what?" 

"How good | can make you feel." 

Janne caressed Alexi's hard cock and let his hand slide further down. 

Alexi nodded. 

Janne rolled away from him and grabbed the lube from the nightstand, 

To Alexi's surprise, there was not much resistance and no pain when Janne's slick fingers slid into him. One 
finger first and soon after a second. Janne was watching Alexi's face for any reaction, to make sure he was 
still fine with what was happening. He was looking more curious than bothered or worried. 

"You're good?" 

"Y-.. Yeah." 

Janne moved his hand and pushed a little deeper, curling his fingers and brushing against Alexi's prostate. 
The guitarist gasped. 

"Still good?" 

"Fuck, yeah," Alexi exhaled. 

His face was a bit flushed and Janne smiled as he saw Alexi finally reacting and enjoying himself without 


thinking about anything further. The keyboardist repeated the movement, savoring the sight of Alexi panting 


next to him. 


The guitarists own hand moved down between his legs to grab his cock What Janne was doing to him felt so 


good he couldn't think too much. It just made him want to come. 


It didn't take very long and when Alexi came, he had almost forgotten that Janne was there with him. The 
guitarist suddenly felt a bit embarrassed. 


Janne wiped Alexi's stomach clean and moved over him, kissing him. He didn't want Alexi to start to think too 


much about the situation but he could see the gears were already turning behind that large forehead. 

Janne hovered above him and caressed his hip with one hand. 

"You want..?," Alexi started but didn't know how to ask. 

"Whatever you want," Janne replied. 

Alexi was curious but he felt also very self-conscious. What if Janne didn't like it anymore? What if he didn't 
know what to do anymore and it wasn't good for Janne? How bad and awkward would that be afterwards for 
them? Probably much worse than the kiss of the night before. 


Sure he had let Janne touch him just now but it seemed like doing anything more would be a no return point. 


Janne could feel the tension building up. He didn't know what to do and how to make him feel good and relax 


more than what he had done so far. 

"What is it, Allu?" 

Alexi turned his head to the side to avoid Janne's gaze. 

"Nothing, it's.. lm ok. l'm just tired," Alexi lied. 

Janne looked at Alexi and rolled to the other side of the bed. He had a hunch that Alexi was just saying that to 
cut short to any conversation or further action He didn't know what he did wrong but he was sure Alexi 


wasn't happy now. Did he push him too much? 


The guitarist moved away from Janne. Now what, Alexi wondered. Would he sleep here with Janne, in his bed? 


It was supposed to be their bed but so far, it still felt like Janne's bed. 


The silence was heavy and both of them knew there was a lot that they weren't saying to each other but 


somehow they also both preferred to ignore the situation for now. 


ls this from an ABBA song? 


The following day they were supposed to rehearse together for the first time. Alexi had been working a lot by 
himself and a little bit with Jaska's help but it was time to try to play with the band and assess whether it 


was realistic for them to continue the tour in ten days from now. 


After the awkward way they had left things the night before, Alexi and Janne both got up as late as possible 
and then avoided each other for the hour they were still at home before driving together but in total silence 
to the studio. 


Surprisingly, the first two hours of rehearsal had gone fairly smooth. It was clear that Alexi had worked his 
ass off to catch up and relearn their songs. There were moments when the rest of the band looked at each 
other while playing. Those little things that Alexi used to do and wasn't doing anymore or the other way 
around, like a new transition between two parts of a song or a new way to end a solo. All in all, though, it 
worked, even with the small changes here and there. There was a lingering feeling of strangeness but it was 
mainly coming from the over-analysis of what they were doing and from listening differently to the music 
they had been used to play and perform for so many years. It would easily go away if they'd keep practicing 
for the next full week 


The atmosphere was a bit more tense during the break. Janne and Alexi had arrived together but it was very 
obvious to the others that things between them weren't yet like they were before or in the first few days 
after Alexi had gotten out of the hospital. 


During the pause, Roope was smoking outside and was soon joined by Janne who wanted to get some fresh air 


and any excuse not to be in the same room as Alexi. 

"Is everything alright with Alexi?" 

"You heard, right? He's getting back into it. | think it's gonna be fine,” Janne said with his most casual tone. 
"Yes, but | didn't mean that. | meant between him and you." 

"Oh... That. It's fine too." 


He averted his gaze and took a sip from the mug of coffee he had taken outside with him. Roope wasn't fooled 
but he didn't insist. 


That evening, after the rehearsal, they were back home since an hour when Alexi saw Janne text from his 


phone and put his jacket on. 


"Where are you going?" 
"Meeting some friends for a drink or two." 
"Ok" 


It felt weird. Despite the odd vibe between them which they hadn't managed to get rid of yet, Alexi felt a bit 
annoyed to see Janne go out and leave him there. Who were Janne's friends? Alexi remembered Janne's 
brother but who were his friends besides the band? Were they people Alexi knew as well? Maybe not and 
that's why Janne didn't invite him? Was it how it was before? Would they both have a bunch of friends they 


would meet separately or was Janne just trying to get away from him? 


"Good, so | have the evening to practice some more," Alexi felt obliged to say when Janne walked passed him to 


go to the door. 
"Yeah, don't wait up for me." 


Janne didn't know what else to say. He felt bad for going out and leaving Alexi behind by himself but what 


could he do? They were not really a couple anymore, were they? 


Janne dreaded to be alone with Alexi around bedtime. Last night had already ended up in the most awkward 
way possible but they were in bed already so they had just stayed there and fallen asleep, each on one side of 
the bed, with a careful distance between them to avoid any unwanted contact. That was not the same thing 
now. If Janne stayed there, they would have to find a way to discuss or approach the subject of "what now" 


when one of them would go to bed. Janne wasn't ready for this and Alexi either. 


It was after 2 o'clock when Janne came home. The lights were off and Alexi had gone to bed Janne let out a 
sigh of relief at the thought he wouldn't have to go through any further odd moments. If Alexi slept already, 
he could just sneak into bed and fall asleep as well. And hopefully it would be pretty fast. Janne was 
conveniently drunk so he didn't foresee much difficulty to fall asleep or at least pretend he was. 


A little later, in the middle of the night, Alexi woke up with a pair of arms encircling him. Janne was back, 
obviously, and contrary to the previous night, he hadn't kept his distances. The guitarist could feel Janne's 
warm breath on the back of his neck. Yes, it was unexpected but it didn't feel bad, Alexi thought. The guitarist 
actually thought it felt like something he was familiar with. Alexi closed his eyes. His mind had started racing 
and he wasn't ready to fall back asleep. He wanted to focus on the sensations he seemed to relate to. It was 
the strangest thing. Once more, no actual memory of such intimate moments came back to him but his body 
seemed to relax in Janne's embrace, as if it had a mind and a will of its own. Alexi swallowed hard and then 


carefully leaned in a little, pushing himself further into Janne's arms. 


Now he could feel Janne's body against his back and his legs right behind his. Alexi tilted his head back a notch. 


Janne's face was buried in his hair and Alexis little movement made Janne stir and grunt softly. He didn't wake 


up but moved a little. 


A shudder ran down Alexi's body when Janne's hand slid down his side and landed on his thigh. The keyboardist 
was still sleeping but Alexis small movements were enough to register with a sleepy Janne and it looked like 


Janne didn't want to let him go away. 
Eventually, Alexi fell back asleep, puzzled but oddly comfortable. 


In the morning, Janne woke up first. He cursed under his breath when he realized that he was holding Alexi in 
his arms. He thought the guitarist wouldn't like it at all if he woke up now so he tried to move his arms away 
from Alexi without waking him up but it wasn't easy. How could he free the arm that was stuck under Alexi's 
pillow and head without him noticing? Janne first removed the arm that was around Alexis waist and then he 
tried to slide the other one very slowly from under the pillow. As he started to do so, Alexi turned around. His 
front was now facing Janne. He was still asleep but it was likely that Jane's movement had disturbed him and 


made him change position. 
Alexi shifted closer and tucked his face against the side of Janne's neck 


That was unexpected, Janne thought. As much as Alexi seemed to avoid him and even his gaze during the 
rehearsal the day before and how uncomfortable it had been since their aborted night together, Alexi seemed 
overly at ease and cuddly this morning. 


Of course it was neat to have Alexi cozying up next to him but he feared it was happening only because Alexi 
was still sleeping and maybe dreaming of something - someone? - else. What would he say when he would open 


his eyes? 


Janne didn't really fall back asleep but he didn't want to disrupt Alexi and so he stayed like that in bed, despite 
his hangover and the faint feeling that he needed to pee. He was also trying hard not to enjoy the moment too 


much since he knew he'd be even more disappointed when Alexi would wake up and probably scoot away. 
He had no idea how long they stayed in that same position When the guitarist finally started to wake up and 
opened his eyes, he realized he was lying tightly against Janne who wasn't sleeping anymore. He saw hazy 
brown eyes looking back at him. Janne didn't have time to erase the soft smile that had appeared on his face 


as he had been watching Alexi sleep. 


The guitarist looked too surprised and sleepy to move immediately. Finally, though, he disentangled himself from 
the keyboardist's arms but he didn't scoot away much. 


"Sorry," is all he managed to say. 


"No problem. You were sleeping well." 


"| didn't hear you come back last night 

"You were already in bed and sleeping, it was late. Past 2 o'clock" 

Alexi shifted a little further and then rolled on his back. He nodded at Janne's answer. 
"Allu, I'm sorry. For last night." 

Alexi turned his head to look at Janne who had sat up. 

"What are you talking about?" 

"Going out by myself. | felt strange after the rehearsal.. You avoided me and." 

Alexi looked away and Janne didn't finish his sentence. 


"I know, | wasn't sure what to say either. | left you hanging there the other night after you got me off and l.. 
| just didn't know what.." 


It was not Janne's first case of blue balls and he had survived. That was not the most important 
"Forget it, ok?," Janne said. "I wasn't talking about sex, not only about that anyway" 

"Oh. Okay," 

He didn't want to hear Alexi apologize and he didn't want to be reminded of the situation either. 
"Im hungry and | need a shower. | feel like shit," Janne said as he stood up. 


The keyboardist went to the bathroom to shower and try to get rid of his headache. When he was done, he 
went to the kitchen to prepare breakfast. 


Alexi took his turn in the bathroom and joined Janne in the kitchen when he was done. 
There was a nice cooking smell coming out of there. 
"| made eggs and bacon" 


Alexi poured himself a coffee and sat at the table in front of Janne. There were also toasts and jam on the 


table. 


It was the first time they were sitting together like that in the morning to eat breakfast since Alexi had left 


the hospital. It was the first morning where Alexi could actually say he felt home, even if Janne seemed 


distant. 


They had to go to the studio again today but they had agreed to meet in the afternoon only, so there was no 


rush. 

Its pretty good," Alexi said after he had swallowed a few mouthful of bacon and eggs. 

"Thanks." 

Once they were done with breakfast, Janne picked up their plates and cups and started to put things in the 
dishwasher. Alexi was sitting on the kitchen counter watching him. This seemed familiar. They probably had had 
breakfast like this many times. Alexi wanted to ask but he feared that asking this would put Janne in a bad 


mood so he just sat there and waited till Janne was done. 


Janne closed the dishwasher and was surprised to see Alexi still sitting behind him in the kitchen He walked up 


to him. 

"You're not hanging around in the kitchen usually," Janne said with a small smile. 
"Well. Maybe I'm trying to hang around you." 

Janne was surprised by the answer. 


The guitarist grabbed Janne's arm and pulled him closer. With him sitting on the counter like that, he was just 
at the right level and could look into Janne's eyes. 


"You're always that patient with me?" 

"| try to be but you're a handful sometimes." 

Alexi looked away for a moment and then he locked eyes with Janne again. 

"It was nice this morning, you know? Woking up close to you." 

Janne felt his stomach tighten, waiting for a ‘but that thankfully didn't come. 
"Yes, it was nice." 

Alexi wasn't moving and his hand was still holding Janne's forearm. 

"More than nice," Janne added, 


One of his hands left the edge of the counter and moved to Alexi's waist, pulling him a tad closer. He studied 


Alexi's face, just in case he saw a hint of fear or flinching appearing in his steel grey eyes. 

At least, they weren't avoiding each other and they weren't doing stupid small talk anymore. Maybe it was 
time to stop the bullshit and for Janne to tell him what he had thought about in the morning, while watching 
him sleep. 

'Listen.. What if you end up not remembering much more than you do now? Can we still try? | mean.. I'm the 
same person. You just don't recall. And you're the same guy too, and | recall all about you. And | love that 
guy.. | love you. And this new version of you I'm getting to know.. I'll love it too. | know | will” 

Janne gripped Alexi's waist a little more tightly. 

"Maybe you can give me a chance again?," he continued. 

The guitarist stared a little longer in Janne's eyes. 

‘Ils this from an ABBA song?," Alexi deadpanned. 

Janne blinked, unsure what Alexi was referring to. 

"What?" 


"The things you just told me. Sounds like lyrics from that ABBA song." 


Janne quickly made a mental scan of his encyclopedic knowledge of pop music. Okay, now, he saw what Alexi 


meant. 

"You mean Take a chance on me? No, these are not the lyrics." 
"Oh... Ok. But kinda the same vibe, right?" 

Janne sighed. 


"You want me to sing you an ABBA song? Because right now, Allu, I'll do anything if that makes us go back to 


where we were or make you say yes to start again." 

"| don't recall how good you are at singing," Alexi said. 

"Actually, I'm not any good but | don't care." 

Alexi laughed and Janne felt the tension melt away from the guitarist. 


"So you like ABBA?,” Alexi asked curiously. 


Janne took a step forward and moved right against the edge of the counter, nudging his way between Alexi's 
legs. 


"My mom is a big fan and she played it a lot at home, some things just get stuck in your head whether you 
like it or not. For you to know, as well, we have an ABBA playlist for late night drunk partying in the tour bus. 
You like to dance to Gimme Gimme Gimme," Janne said with a smirk. 

The guitarist laughed some more and placed his arms around Janne's neck. He leaned forward to kiss him. Janne 
tried not to melt into the kiss and held back a little. He had gotten carried away once already when Alexi 
seemed to want him and that hadn't finished so well. What did Alexi want now? 

"What's wrong?,” Alexi asked. 

"Nothing." 

"No, there's something. You just asked me to give you a chance but you.. Don't seem to want it" 


Janne gave Alexi a kiss on the forehead 


‘| want to... | just.. | don't want you to feel obliged or | don't want it to be like two nights ago. You let me touch 
you but then you kinda withdraw and you don't say anything and | feel like shit for pushing you." 


Alexi moved his arms away from Janne and looked down, 

"Two nights ago.. | was shit-scared," he said very low. 

Janne's stomach made a painful knot. 

"OF me?" 

"No! Not you. Of.. You know.. Doing it" 

Janne put to fingers under Alexi's chin and tilted his head up in order to look at him. 


"There's nothing to be scared of. It's not our first time. We actually know what we're doing now and we'll do it 


sober. It'll go fine." 
Alexi shook his head and passed a hand in his hair. Janne had misunderstood him. 
"That's not what | was worried about. Its more.. What if it's no longer good for you? Like | don't know what to 


do, what you like. You touched me and it was fucking amazing and you know everything | like apparently and |... | 


don't know. | don't know what you want or prefer or.." 


"Fuck, Allu. | don't care. | just want you to touch me. Anything will feel nice and.. | can show you what | want. 
Don't worry about that" 


Alexi's hand moved up to Janne's shoulder and Janne leaned forward for a brief kiss. 


"Stop worrying about not remembering these things. It will be fun to learn them again, for both of us. | know 


lIl have fun, and I'll make it fun for you too." 
Alexi fisted Janne's t-shirt and pulled him closer. This time Janne didn't stop him. He accepted the kiss and 
kissed back without holding back. They continued kissing for a couple of minutes or maybe half an hour. It 


didn't matter, till Janne's eyes caught the time indicated on the clock of their microwave. 


"Allu." he said breathless while he pushed the guitarist away. "We need to get going. We have to be at the 
studio in half an hour. What do you say we go out tonight?" 


"Go out where?" 
"Wherever. | take you out. On a date." 
Alexi looked at Janne and saw he was serious. 


"Okay." 


You called me Dude 
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There was no unexplained tension between Alexi and Janne at the afternoon rehearsal and it helped making 
everyone feel much better about going back on tour. When their working day was over, Janne checked with 
Alexi if he was still up for an evening out. 

"Sure, but I'm dressed like whatever so no fancy place." 

"Its casual, don't worry." 

A good half an hour later, Janne and Alexi were sitting at a table in the back of a Tex-Mex place. 

"We've been here before?," Alexi asked. 

Janne was watching Alexi looking around and playing with the plastic menu. 

"You think so?" 

"It looks familiar." 

"Yes, we've been here. Many times," Janne confirmed. "Remember what | usually order?" 

Alexi frowned and gave him a "don't even ask" look. 

"Dude, | don't remember what | usually order." 

Janne couldn't hide the smile on his face. 

"Its not funny," Alexi added when he noticed 


"Am not making fun of that. You called me Dude: 


Alexi looked puzzled. 


"So?" 


"So... You usually call me like that when we discuss and | am right and you don't like it and you wanna have the 


last word and.” 
"Your point?" 
"You haven't call me like that since you came out of the hospital." 


The penny finally dropped and Alexi flushed a tad. He looked away and fumbled with the label on the beer bottle 


in front of him. 
Its great, Allu. | wasn't saying that to upset you. It's probably something that your brain just remembered." 
"| didn't realize, |..." 


"Relax, okay? If you don't like it, | won't point out other things you used to do when you start to do them 
again, but | will still enjoy them." 


"No, it's fine. I'm sorry. I'm just nervous." 

"Nervous about what?" 

"Well. It's a date. l'm not good at dates." 

"How do you know you're not good at it?" 

‘| have a hunch. l'm more of a ‘spirit of the moment: kind of guy." 
Janne srickered and took a sip of his beer. 


"Its not like we would usually do this anyway, so don't worry. There won't be much to compare with for me 


either." 

"What do you mean?" 

‘| mean we never ‘dated! or went out like this. We would go out for drinks with the other guys or some of 
your or my friends or my brother. When | wouldn't feel like cooking, we'd order take out. We wouldn't go out 


and sit in a restaurant just the two of us. | think each time we came here, it was with other people." 


Alexi scanned the surroundings and then ducked his head down to sturdy the menu a little longer. 


"You're hungry?,” Alexi asked. 
"Yes. Why?" 
"Just trying to make date small talk. Told you I'd be bad at this." 


Janne laughed. At least Alexi was getting comfortable enough with him to joke about their evening together and 
that was a good start. 


"So what's my go-to food choice?," Alexi asked to change the subject. 


"You try to order something different all the time. But you always like chicken tacos and when you don't get 
them, you bitch about how you should have taken that instead of whatever you actually took” 


"Ok. Chicken tacos sound good. I'll get that." 
"lll have the cheeseburger." 


After dinner, Janne took Alexi for a walk to his old neighborhood, where he used to live before he moved in 


with him a few years ago. The streets were empty and both men took their time to look around. 


"You know, | don't feel lost in the city," Alexi started to say while looking up at the street name. They crossed 
to the next block and he took in the sight of the older buildings juxtaposed to ugly modern ones. "I could tell 
the names of the streets around here, it feels like I've been here before but... | don't recall living here, like in 


which building my apartment was and getting back to it in the middle of the night after a party." 
"That's normal. You would get back home pretty drunk. I'm not expecting you to remember." 
"Shut up," Alexi playfully elbowed Janne and they continued their nighttime stroll in the quiet residential area 


It was the first evening that Alexi and Janne spent together and where they actually enjoyed themselves. As 
they headed back home, Alexi seemed genuinely relaxed. They sat in the living room and got a few more drinks 
while they were talking about the upcoming tour and the few things Alexi thought they still needed to fix 
through the rehearsals. Janne only let Alexi get one more beer, then he got him a Coke Zero. Alexi didn't 
protest, surprisingly. 


Janne told Alexi stories about him move in and the many things that Alexi had brought in and which they had 
to sort and store. He showed him some of the boxes that were still pretty much untouched and that they 


were keeping in the spare bedroom. 


"Maybe we could open them and see what all this is. | have no clue and since you don't remember... Might be 


fun and educational," Janne suggested. 


"Yeah... That. Or it's going to be weird and embarrassing.” 


"Nah," Janne shrugged. "I already helped you unbox your fetish porn magazine collection We've done the 


awkward part." 

Alexis head snapped in Janne's direction, his mouth half open 
‘| have fetish porn magazines?" 

Janne smirked and leaned against the doorframe. 


"Well. If you don't remember, you'll have to take my word for it" There was a brief pause and then Janne's 


smirk turned into a wide grin. "Or maybe l'm just toying with you." 
Alexi put on his most offended face. 

"You'd take advantage of my amnesia?" 

Janne put his hands up to apologize. 

| was kidding, | wouldn't. It was just a joke." 

Now it was Alexi's turn to smirk 


"I know. | was kidding too," Alexi said before he gave a few little taps on Janne's cheek and walked away to go to 


the bedroom. 


Janne smiled to himself and followed. He started to undress while Alexi was in the bathroom. He tossed his t- 
shirt in the laundry basket in the corner of the room and took off his shoes. 


‘| remember something," Alexi said when he got out of the bathroom. 

"What do you remember?" 

Alexi sat on the edge of the bed and took off his socks and his jeans. 

"That time we were in England and | got sick and | threw up before the show and there was some of it on my 
pants and we had to wipe it off. You helped me but you put too much water and my pants were soaked. The 
left leg. | played on stage with half my pants dripping wet. Good thing they were black. Nobody seemed to 


notice." 


Janne was looking at Alexi with a befuddled look 


"What?" Alexi said 

‘| don't know, it's.. Kind of a random memory." 

"l just spilled water on my jeans after | brushed my teeth. That's what made me remember, | think" 

Okay, that made sense. Janne nodded and finished undressing before going to the bathroom. When he was back 
in the bedroom, he turned off the lamp on his nightstand and slid under the duvet. Alexi was still sitting on his 


side of the bed with his back to him. It seemed like he wasn't sure about his next step. 


It was the first time they were going to bed together since he had come back from the hospital. The previous 
two nights, they had slept in the same bed but it had almost seemed accidental and unintentional. 


Right that moment, however, there was nowhere else Alexi wanted to be, even if that made him nervous. 
Alexi turned off the light on his side before taking off his t-shirt. 


He was still sitting on the edge of the bed, though, wondering about how far or close he should lie next to 


Janne. 

Two nights ago they had slept as far away from each other as possible and the night before, he had ended up 
in Janne's arms, involuntarily, but still, as close as one could be. So something in-between those two extremes 
seemed appropriate - probably? Alexi's overthinking was stopped by Janne. 


"I swear | can hear you think right now. What's bugging you?" 


Alexi was caught off-guard, but the remark didn't upset him. He could recognize the tone that Janne had been 


using. More worried for him than annoyed at the situation 

"| don't remember how much personal space you like,” Alexi replied. 

Janne turned on his side to look at his boyfriend's back. 

‘I'm easy. It's whatever you want, Alu." 

Alexi turned his head to the side to look over his shoulder. 

| want it to be normal. | want to lie in bed and not think too much." 

"Flash news: you always think too much. Nothing to do with your memory." 


"Do we often have sex?" 


Jann's eyes grew wide. 

"Wow. What kind of question is that?" 

"It's the fucking elephant in the room question" 
"What? | wasn't talking about sex." 


"I am. We go out and its a date, we come back here and we go to bed together. Normally.. We'd be fucking 


now, right?" 

Janne shook his head. 

"You think | took you for dinner tonight because | expected you to put out?" 

"No, but now we're going to bed, | can't help wondering what we'd normally do. So... Do you want to?" 
"No. Well, yes, but no. To quote Robin Zander, | want you to want me." 

Alexi frowned. 

"Who?" 


"Robin Zander," he repeated. "Cheap Trick, one of their most famous songs," he added, when he realized that 
Alexi didn't place the guy or the song title reference. 


"Oh, right" 

"Allu, shut the fuck up and come here. | just want to hold you and sleep." 
Alexi sighed but finally rolled on his back and got under the sheets. 

"You do that often?” 

"Do what?" 

"Quote song titles when we talk?" 

‘Nope 

"Good, just checking. 


Alexi settled right next to Janne and they stayed like this in silence for a few minutes. 


"Janne?" 


Janne kept his eyes closed. For a brief moment, he wondered whether not responding and pretending to sleep 


would be a good idea, but then he decided to be brave. 
"What?" 
"Thanks for tonight." 


It wasn't clear to Janne what Alexi was thanking him for exactly but it didn't matter. He smiled and kissed the 
side of Alexi's head. 


